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Summary: Please don't be too harsh on me if I do something wrong. 
While I have studied a bit of the dark souls lore I really don't 
remember much about it at all. That and this is my first time writing 
an online story so there will be grammar errors punctuation errors 
and some very bland uses of words, but hopefully I capture your 
interest possibly. After all that is my goal here, enjoy :D 


1 . Prologue 

_**prologue (chap !)**_ 

What happens if the entire timeline you knew were to collapse right 
in front of you? Everything you once loved gone, warped by the new 
existence we reside in. All familiar sights different but just in a 
way you cant tell until its too late. The chosen undead finally met 
his end here. They say we are a doomed timeline destined for the 
untimely end. I think this is a chance for new hope. However faint it 
may be. I feel it, don't you? perhaps we forgot something in the 
asylum or perhaps it was left there as a failsafe. If fate is kind we 
may yet have our redemption... 


2 . an adventure begins 
_**Chapter two.**_ 

Before you woke up here in this gloomy cell barely fit for a rodent 
you were a man with a high standing! wherever you went the servants 
followed whenever you wanted something you got it. Life was good, so 
why did it have to come to this? Trapped here in this asylum. Your 
thoughts interrupted when the stray demon in the big hole across from 
you suddenly freaks out for no reason, it begins Elailing its staff 
around wildly almost taking off your head at one point before passing 
out on the ground like the lazy pig it was. Seeing this as a chance 



to get away you eagerly scamper through the giant hole the stray 
demon made . 

Your freedom is so close yet so far but how far can you really get 
without a weapon? you can run but you'll get caught off guard and 
without energy eventually, maybe it would be best to look around for 
a bit. You head over to the cell belonging to the undead that left 
several years ago on some " quest to rekindle the fire " he was 
probably insane. You find a broken hilt of some ancient sword amongst 
the hay strewn around the cell. Hilt in hand and a flame in your 
heart you begin your journey out of the asylum. 

running past some hollows and up a ladder you find yourself in front 
of the massive jade doors leading to the exit. But your no idiot you 
know the asylum demon waits for you to try and escape! You shunt the 
great doors open and run toward a banged up iron gate but stop half 
sprint because nothing is attacking you. Instead there lay the demon 
dead on the ground a knight adorned with a golden wolf helm sitting 
upon it staring right through you. 

since the warrior makes no effort to strike just yet you hope to 
communicate with him. " urn hello there sir" but he made no movement, 
clearly he had no intention to talk so you thought you'd just leave. 
Right before you do however you see the warrior lift himself up on 
his ornate spear. He walks over to you with a slight limp in his left 
leg and puts his hand on your shoulder and says " do what he could 
not " . Leaving a ring of several keys in your hand before saying a 
farewell and fading away in a blue and white mist. He was gone now, 
alone in the big room with nothing but your thoughts and a ring of 
several keys . 

You had a odd feeling that leaving the asylum right away wouldn't be 
the wisest course of action. Running past several more insane hollows 
you avoid being hit by a giant ball of iron rolling down a staircase. 
These undead were pretty smart with their traps. You go through the 
hole in the wall the ball made and find a corpse with an oddly 
engraved green flask that appeared to be centuries old. bagging it 
and moving on you find nothing but a few more undead and one trained 
spear hollow guarding a door which led to a odd ring, who knows might 
come in handy later so thank you whoever left that door 
unlocked . 

Collecting everything you can from the asylum you are now ready to 
leave! You set foot on the cobbled path up the hill excitement 
growing with each step, so absorbed in the moment you almost step to 
far and plummet to your demise, looking down the cliff edge you cant 
even see the bottom. So you sit there and contemplate purpose for a 
while and then a giant frigging crow decides to just pick you up 
without permission and whisks you away somewhere else! 


End 
f ile . 



